The Tragedy -Sft 

Bafi, His grace lo&kcschearefully and fmoothto davi 
Theres feme conceit or other likes him well, i * 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit 
I thinke there is neuer a maninChriftendome, 

That can leffe hide his lone or hatethen'he :■ * 

For by his face ftraight iball you know his heart. 1 

'Dar. What of his heart perceiue you in his face. 

By any likelihood hefhewed to day ? 

Maft' Marry that with no man heere he is offended, 
For if he were , he would haue fhewde it in his face. 
-Dar. 1 pray God,hebenot,I fay. 

Enter Glocefier , 

do. I pray you alf, what do they deferue 1 
That doconfpiremy death with diuelifh plots 
Of damned witchcraft , and that hauepreuaild ? 

Vpon my body with their hellifhcharmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your grlcemy Lord 
-Makes me moll forward in this noble prefence. 

To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they be 
I fay my Lord they ha uedeferued death, 

Clo. Then be your eyes the witneffe of this ill. 

See how I ambewitcht, behold minearme 
Is like a blafted fap'ing withered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch,' 

Confer ted with that harlot flrumpet Shore; 

That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my gracious L6rd< 

<jIo. If thou Protestor of this damned ftrumnet. 

Telft thou me of iffs ? thou art a traitor. 

Off with his head : Now by Saint Pauly 
I will not dine to day 1 fwere, 

Vntill I fee the fame , fome feeit done • 

^hat lone me, come and follow me. Exeunt .wahet 
Haft.W o,wo,for England, not a whit for m e-Ca.with Haft. 
Fori too fond might haue preuented this : 

Stanley & id dreame the boare did race his helme. 

But 1 difdaind it and did icorne to flie. 

Three times to day my footecloth Horfedid Humble, 
And ftarted when he ]$okt vpon thcTcfYvcjy 


of Richard the Third. 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe. 

Otrnowl warrant the Prieft that fpake to me, 

1 now repent f told the PurfiuanC 
As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at P omfret bloodily were butcherd. 

And I my felfefeeure in.graceand fauour. 

Oh Margret.Margret, now thy heauy curfe 
Islightned on poore Haftings wretched head* 
CW.Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner s 
Makea fhort fbrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary Hate ofworldly men. 

Which vye more hunt for,thenf©r the grace of heauen? 
Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your faire lookes, 
Liues like a drunken fa yler on a maft,. 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of thedeepe. 

Gome Ieade me to the blecke, beare him my head* 

They fmile at me, that fhortly fhall be dead Exeunt* 

Enter Duke oft Cj loeefter ^and B uckjnghamjn armour , 
G/^.Comecoulemcanft thou quake and change thy colons 
, Murder thy breath in middle of a word , 

And then begin againe and flop againe, 

Asrf thou wert deltra# and mad' with terror, 

Buc Tut fearenot me, 

I can counterfeit t'hedeepe Traiedian, 

Speakeand looke backc and prie on cueryfide j 
Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at my lerhice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are ready in their ofhees 
Togracemyftratagerns. Enter Maior, 

Here comes the Maior 
Let-rne alone to entertaine him. L. Maior 
7? f * r?°“ e t0 the draw-bridge there, 
w.Theieafon wehauefentfor you. 

C'/o. Cates ty ouer-looke the walks. 

Harke,I beare a drumme. 

ba f ke defcnd thee . h ere are enemies 
c/ * od { nd wnocency defend vs- 
10 > °J be quiet it is Catesby . 
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